ACT THREE
GIRL:
Over the golden flower
they're bringing the dead from the arroyo.
Dark the one,
dark the other.
What shadowy nightingale flies and weeps
over the golden flower!
[Shegoes. The stage is left empty. The MOTHER and a NEIGHBOUR
WOMAN appear. The NEIGHBOUR is weeping.]
MOTHER: Hush.
NEIGHBOUR: I can't.
MOTHER: Hush, I said.
[At the door]
Is there nobody here?
[She puts her hands to her forehead.]
My son ought to answer me. But now my son is an armful of
shrivelled flowers. My son is a fading voice beyond the mountains
now.
[With rage, to the NEIGHBOUR]
Will you shut up? I want no wailing in this house. Your tears are
only from your eyes, but when I'm alnne mine will come - from
the soles of my feet, from my roots - burning more than blood.
NEIGHBOUR: You come to my house; don't you stay here.
MOTHER: I want to be here. Here. In peace. They're all dead now:
and at midnight I'll sleep, sleep without terror of guns or knives.
Other mothers will go to their windows, lashed by rain, to watch
for their sons' faces. But not I. And of my dreams Til make a cold
ivory dove that will carry camellias of white frost to the grave-
yard. But no; not graveyard, not graveyard: the couch of earth,
the bed that shelters them and rocks them in the sky.
[A WOMAN dressed in black enters, goes toward the right, and there
kneels. To the NEIGHBOUR]
Take your hands from your face. We have terrible days ahead.
I want to see no one. The earth and I. My grief and L And these
four walls. Ay-y-y! Ay-y-y!
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